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The Comical Hiftory ofthe 

aSM erchant of ‘Venice, 

Enter t/inthonio, Salary no, and Salanio. 

, ' • * - >*s- 

I Nthonio. Infooth I know not why I am To fad, 
lit wearies me, you fay it wearies you ; 

'But how I caught it/ound it, or came by it, 

\ What ftuffctisrnade off,whereof it is borne, 

I I am to learne : & fuch a want-wit fadncsmake* 

of me, 

That I haue much adoe to know my felfe. 

Salarino. Y our minde is tolling on the Ocean, 

There where your Argofies with portly fayle. 

Like Signiors and rich Bur gar sontlie flood. 

Or as it were the Pageants of the fea. 

Doe ouer-peere the petty traffiquers 

That curfie to them,do them reuerence 

As they flie by them with their wouen wings. 

Salanio&eXccuz me fir, had I fuch venture foorth, 

The better part ofmy affeftions would 
Be with my hopes abroad, I Ihould be ftill 
Plucking the graffe,to know where fits the winde, 

Piering in Maps,for Ports, for Peeres and Rodes ; 

And cuery obie£t that might make me fcare 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me fad. 

A i Salar. 
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